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	1. Pistols at Dawn

**Mark****'****d**

A/N: This came about in part after viewing several _incredible_ examples of antique dueling pistols at a gun show. They're beautiful, inlaid with silver, embellished with engravings of mythical creatures and acanthus leaves, svelte and expertly crafted—until you think about the ugly thing they were really made to do. It seems my imaginings on the subject, as in all things, leads to another foray into the world of POTC…

Also, I LOVE tattoos. I have a couple myself, and I had a blast researching the history of the art of tattooing, and the language/symbology associated with nautical tattoos. Some of what I mention probably actually came later than the golden age of piracy c 1700-1730, but I hope you will forgive my taking of artistic liberties for the sake of the story. :) Also, I know Jack's tats are shown briefly in AWE, including a massive full back inking of the poem Desirderata, (_please _see Colorblindly's musings on that subject on tumblr because she's brilliant!) but I've decided to use a less than canon description of Jack's tattoos for my own purposes.

Lastly, I warn you this is a _little_ dark, even for me. But, in the blackest darkness we can see the brightest light…

Obviously, I own nothing and make no money, _blah blah blah_. That said, I hope you enjoy! :)

**Chapter I : Pistols at Dawn**

_Elizabeth Swann was born to a gentile household with blue blood in her veins, and thus her life was supposed to unfold in the straightest of lines. She would grow up to become a lovely young debutante, marry well, and have a family. Her children would be expected to do the same, and so on and so forth, an unending cycle of proliferation . _

_None of these plans brought into account an errant piece of Aztec gold, a shipwrecked boy whose father had been a buccaneer, or especially the friendly acquaintance she would make with the legendary pirate Jack Sparrow. Furthermore, who could have guessed that Elizabeth would fall in love not with the upstanding Commodore James Norrington, to whom she was promised, but with that young blacksmith of questionable lineage? _

_James Norrington certainly had not understood it, and set about to restore the balance of society in the way gentlemen have settled their disputes since medieval times. Ladies, especially not ones as fine and coveted as Elizabeth Swann, simply were not meant to marry blacksmiths, no matter the yearnings of the heart. And so he challenged young William to a duel, as honor demanded. _

_One quiet dawn upon the beach outside the town, James faced William Turner in a sanctioned duel between men. It began with pistols, a pair of beautiful silver-inlaid pieces crafted by the finest gun smith in London, works of art created for the purpose of killing for honor. Perhaps the boy had practiced for hours on end daily with a sword in his sooty smithy, but he had very little experience with firearms. With the first shot James wounded the boy badly, and Will was too proud to surrender in the subsequent bout with swords._

_In a fit of cool fury James cut the boy down, years of military conditioning guiding a deadly sword hand. Standing on the quiet beach with the blacksmith's body at his feet, James could hardly even remember how it all happened._

_When Elizabeth received the news that her fiancé had been killed she did not leave her bed for five days. She lay supine, staring at the wall, refusing to eat or hardly even drink. On the sixth day she rose like a wraith from her bed, gaunt and eyes bruised from crying. A new cause possessed her, and with single-minded determination she set about to make it so. _

_One night, a month later, she dressed in dark men's clothing and went to James' rooms. It was almost too easy to scale the tree outside, and make her way in through the window. In the shadows of his bedchamber she waited, seated in a plush chair in the corner. When James finally came in, exhausted from a long day's work, he almost did not notice her in the light of the single candle he brought in._

"_What the devil? Elizabeth, is that you?"_

_She could hear the surprise in his voice, but also curiosity. _

_Titillation. _

_What could she be doing in his bedchamber this late at night, if not…? She could tell that even now, he did not fathom that he was in danger._

"_Did you enjoy it?" she asked, her voice a hollow echo of the emptiness she felt inside._

"_I beg your pardon?"_

"_Did you enjoy killing Will?" she expounded. "Did it bring you pleasure?"_

_He stiffened. "Of course not," he spat, somehow finding the capacity for indignity._

"_Then why do it?" she asked, her voice flat. The suggestion of tears rose in the back of her throat, but she quashed them down. _

_She'd promised herself that she would not cry anymore._

"_Honor," he answered quietly, sensing how foolish it sounded now._

"_His life was worth so little? That kind, sweet boy, who had never raised a hand to anything but the iron upon his anvil, before the pirates came?"_

_James found he had no good answer. "He had no right to take you," he finally huffed, disliking being forced to look in the mirror and account for his actions. It was something he only did late at night when fortified with several glasses of brandy, and at his own behest._

_Everyone else accepted Will's death as a justified act, even inevitable. The boy forgot his place, and so Commodore James Norrington reminded him._

"_I was never yours," she informed him blandly. "Once, I thought we were friends, James. But I never loved you."_

"_You would have, Elizabeth, in time—"_

"_Time is up," she said ominously. "You decided that Will's life was worth so little that you could snatch it from him without consequence. Well, I what if __**I**__ decided that __**your**__ life was worth nothing?"_

_A thread of caution entered his voice as he said, "Elizabeth, you're just—"_

"_A woman?" she finished for him. It was exactly what he intended to say, but for some reason he deemed it wise to remain silent, a chill running down his spine. "If you had truly loved me, James, you would have let us be. But what you really love is your reputation. I wonder what people will say when they hear a woman has killed __**you**__?"_

_She revealed the object clasped in her right hand. It was her father's pistol, its fine silver chasing gleaming with deadly promise in the low light. It was heavy in her hand as she levelled it at James. Her hand shook. It never had when she'd practiced with it upon the beach, firing upon shells lined up on a piece of driftwood, imagining putting a lead ball in the Commodore's cold heart. _

_But this was different, she supposed. _

_James held out an entreating hand. _

"_Elizabeth, don't."_

_She closed her eyes and pulled the trigger. _

_The deafening crack split the air of the small room, and the Commodore crumpled to the ground._

_The rest passed as a blur. She did not know how long she stood there with a ringing in her ears, the sting of burnt salt-peter in her nose, watching James bleed upon his Turkish rug. Long enough for his man servant to burst through the door, raising the alarm. It was the necessary catalyst to nudge Elizabeth into action. In all the hurry she dropped the pistol at the scene like a calling card, scrambling out the window and down the plumeria tree. _

_She stole into the night, knowing from that moment forward she would be a hunted woman. For men could kill each other in a civilized fashion at an appointed hour, but true justice delivered at the hands of a woman could be considered nothing but an unnatural menace._

XXX

Elizabeth woke with a gasp, looking about with wild rum-colored eyes. Slowly reality settled back upon her. She was not in Port Royal. Two years had passed since she shot Commodore James Norrington.

The sound of the waves, not but a stone's throw from her door, calmed her pounding heart. She was in her narrow rope bed upon a tick mattress, surrounded by the rickety walls of the shack by the sea she called home. Moonlight splashed across her floor, a space she could cross in four good steps.

Space was tight, but her quarters suited her new life.

Simple.

Rough.

A wooden shell that had weathered a storm or two, but lived to tell the tale.

James had not died.

She'd only hit him in the shoulder, and though she heard infection nearly took him, James Norrington lived to tell the tale.

Her marksmanship had improved considerably since then.

After allegedly killing the Commodore, for she had not yet heard the news of his survival, Elizabeth had stowed away on a ship bound at dawn for the Bahamas. She'd managed to steal a single-masted skiff that could easily be handled by one person, and she made her way to Tortuga, thinking it a proper place for an outlaw to hide.

Secretly in her heart she'd hoped to see a ship with black sails moored in the harbor. Hoped to find a familiar pair of soulful dark eyes, and a sympathetic ear. Perhaps even an idea or two as to some employment that would not require spreading her legs.

But Jack Sparrow was not to be found. The Pearl had gone to Madagascar, some said, or perhaps even the Far East. Rumor was all, but the gist was that the Pearl was not in the Caribbean.

Elizabeth stumbled upon gainful employment on her own one night, walking the streets of Tortuga, her last pence spent on a bowl of questionable stew and a flagon of grog. Unsure of her heading, she'd wandered by a legless old man seated outside his shack, administering a tattoo of a skull and crossbones upon a pirate's shoulder. The old man puffed on a long pipe in one hand, and dipped a needle in a shell full of black ink with the other, piercing his client's skin repeatedly.

The design was actually rather fine, of considerably better quality than many she'd had occasion to observe in her short time upon the island. "Ye like tattoos, lass?" had asked the old man with surprising warmth, a small smile curling weathered lips.

"I like your work," she complemented. "Very fine."

"Would ye like one?" he offered, finishing up his patron, wiping it down with a bit of watered rum. It stung like the devil, but for some reason it seemed to cut down on the swelling and infection so common the next day. "A nice flower, perhaps? A sweetheart's name?"

"I haven't any money," she admitted sadly.

"Well…ye have two legs, which is a sight more than I can say for me'self. Could use a helper, unless ye've got something better to do."

That night Elizabeth received her first tattoo, a flower upon her wrist. At first glance it appeared an innocuous little posey, but on closer examination one could identify it as an oleander, a beautiful but very poisonous flower.

As the man who called himself Tattoo Tom pricked her skin again and again with his ink stained needle she told him the story of all she'd lost and how she'd come to this island of cut-throats and brigands. He had a way of drawing it out of her, with laughing gray eyes and a sympathetic turn of his mouth. She read the spark of approval in his eyes as she recounted how she'd shot the Commodore and escaped into the night, the old man nodding with his pipe clamped between his teeth.

Somewhere between the countless pricks of the needle, the pain dull but insistent, Elizabeth marveled that for the first time in ages she actually seemed to _feel _something. Even if it was pain, she would take it over the numb that had set over her, turning the world a hopeless gray.

"There now," he'd said, finishing her oleander. "Perhaps someday soon that scoundrel Jack Sparrow will return from the East with the load of fine Japanese inks he promised. That will add a nice bit o' color to your mark."

"You know Captain Jack Sparrow?" Elizabeth had gushed, unable to contain herself.

The old tar's mouth had split into a grin. "Aye, since he was a lad. Sailed with his father, I did, on both sides of the law. You know ol' Jack?"

They stayed up long into the night, exchanging stories over a bottle of run. When the vile libation won its battle with them, Tom slept in his chair, and let Elizabeth curl up in his bed in the corner of his small shack built of driftwood and flotsam from old ships.

Elizabeth stayed on with Tattoo Tom, running errands, and doing a little cooking and cleaning. He treated her well, like a niece or long lost daughter, and she doted on him too. Despite his gruff exterior, he really was a kind old man, and entertaining too. She watched him ply his trade with fascination, and eventually she worked up the courage to ask him to teach her his art. She had always excelled at rendering; drawing and painting had been one of the few subjects she could apply herself to with gusto as child and young lady without being bored to tears.

Tom liked the sketches she would sometimes scribble out, and knew his odd little foundling had potential as an artist of the ink. If Weatherby Swann could have ever guessed what Elizabeth would someday use the years and years of art training under the most expensive tutors from Europe for, he would have locked up her brushes and thrown her paints out the window.

In this way she became Tom's apprentice, and through him she began to gain some acceptance upon the island. Aside from Ana Maria and Anne Bonny, the men of Tortuga knew not what to think of a woman who was not a lady of the nocturnal profession. Some passes were made, and repelled, without much incident. Elizabeth continued to perfect her new calling, practicing on the brave, the drunk, and even her own flesh.

She began to accumulate a collection of her own tattoos, joining the ranks of the mark'd pirates of Tortuga, wearing her story on the outside as well as within. There was something therapeutic in harnessing one's history in permanent ink under the skin. You could tell events your way, and make a talisman against your worst fears. Lizzy wore her marks with pride, smiling when she thought of what her old friends in Port Royal would say if they could see them.

After the oleander flower came an anchor upon her inner forearm. A compass rose upon her shoulder. A sword fashioned after Will's own stretched the length of her other inner forearm, piercing a heart. Lastly, Elizabeth sported a siren that wrapped from her lower back down her hip, a skull in her hand, and a ship sailing upon the rolling waves of the mermaid's hair.

In time, Elizabeth became a good needle-woman, then even exceptional. Men began to come to Tom's shack to see the designs Elizabeth pinned to the walls. She expanded from tattoos to other arts, embellishing maps, and sometimes even sketching commissioned portraits. The pirates who all considered themselves legends in the making enjoyed seeing their likenesses put down on thick paper. More like than not they would die on their next voyage, and Elizabeth's infamous portraits provided a rare permanence to their otherwise feckless existence.

Time went on, and with surprise one evening, sitting on the back porch overlooking the water, the sweet scent of Tom's tobacco perfuming the salt-tinged air, Elizabeth found that she was actually _happy. _It sneaked up on her unexpectedly, like an old friend come home. As though he sensed this revelation, Tom had patted her shoulder before making his way inside on his crude wheeled chair and the ropes secured for pulling himself about the shack.

The next morning, Elizabeth found her old friend sitting cocked in his chair, seemingly asleep. But something wasn't quite right, and as she neared closer she realized the kind old tar had passed away.

The island sent him off with a hero's funeral, and everyone of permanent residence, and most of the crews in port too, showed to pay their respects to the renowned tatooist. The solemn ceremony was followed by a raucous wake in the best buccaneer style. Elizabeth sang songs and drank like an equal amongst the men, and heard stories about Tom that the humble old pirate had never told her.

Before losing his legs in a disagreement with a cannonball he'd been a first rate adventurer, and a force to be reckoned with. He'd had a wife and a daughter on Tortuga, who had been taken one after the other by a fever one merciless summer. Tom had never mentioned them, but suddenly Elizabeth had understood the occasions late at night when Tom would look at her with a wistful longing in his eyes. Had she lived, Tom's daughter Sally would have been about Elizabeth's age. It also explained the tattoo of "Nancy" on his forearm in a heart, of whom he'd never spoken.

During the bittersweet revelry Elizabeth was reminded why she did not often go out to the pubs. Ironically, she was comfortable in her solitude, but in company she was so sorely reminded of everything she'd lost. She would long for Will's rough hands and gentle eyes, or even a wobble-legged pirate to keep her company with stories across the table.

That night, Elizabeth met the notorious Captain Charles Vane. He was famous for his brutality and prowess in battle, and yet for her he offered a genuine smile and an offer to buy her a drink. They'd talked late into the night, even shared a sweet rum-soaked kiss. Charles walked her home, and was so very surprised when she did not invite him inside her little shack for the sort of comfort only two warm bodies in the dark can provide. Vane was a good-looking man who received favors for free more often than he paid for them from the girls, and Elizabeth's polite refusal befuddled him.

After that Charles began to stop in, bringing her small treats, an orange, a quill, a shimmering scarf of Indian silk or a packet of sandalwood incense. He purchased a tattoo, and then a portrait, grinning with delight for his likeness in ink. "Think I'll send this to the Admiralty," he mused. "Tis a much better likeness than the picture on my broadside. A man likes to look his best, you know."

Elizabeth liked Charles, and yet _something _about him urged her to remain cautious. Every once in a while _something _made her uneasy in his presence. He was a predator of the sea, she rationalized, as surely as a shark. She wouldn't forget it.

Next, he requested a portrait of _her. _At first she said no, pleading that she couldn't, and besides, she didn't have a looking glass to draw from. The next day Charles brought her a glass in a gilded frame, a very rare item in those days, and a pigment stained box that was filled with all the trappings of the trade of an easel painter.

There were brushes of sable and boar's hair, fine pigments to grind, and oils for mixing. Vermillion, lake, lapis lazuli, naples yellow, sienna, umber, ocre, and lead white—it was like a box filled with all the wonder of a rainbow, and Elizabeth found herself holding her breath as she surveyed the treasure within. The smell of the linseed oil took her back to her childhood, times of both sitting for portraits and creating her own works. She noticed a name etched into the upper inner corner of the case: _David T. Fenwick_. She laughed.

"Mr. Fenwick painted my portrait when I turned sixteen," she said with a sparkle in her eye. "He was an excellent painter but a horrid man, cranky as an old boar and proud as a peacock. Did you steal this from him?"

Vane's smiled, pleased to see her happy. "Jack Rackham did. Said he was an ornery old goat and very upset to lose his colors."

"They're very expensive," Elizabeth confirmed, holding up the lapis, admiring the gold flecks within the dreamy blue stone. "Some almost worth their weight in silver."

"Then it is fitting you shall have them. Paint me a grand self-portrait, Miss Swann."

When she attempted to protest one last time he set down a stack full of gold doubloons that made her eyes wide as saucers.

Funny, that once such a thing would not have impressed her. But now she knew what it meant to be hungry, and to sometimes want for simple necessities. In a way Elizabeth felt as though she'd come to sell herself after all. And yet she had learned that sooner or later, everyone has to sell _some _piece of themselves to survive in this world. No one's hands remain clean. Not really.

Reluctantly she agreed, and went to work first with sketches. It had been so long since she'd looked at herself, and it was rather a shock to see what she'd become. Sun-browned, hair bleached by the sun and adorned with braids and beads. Her eyes held a darkness now, and on a whim she decided to paint her lids with a cosmetic she rarely had occasion to use, lining her eyes with kohl. She was still beautiful, she discovered, almost disinterestedly, like happening upon an unexpected flower blooming in an otherwise forbidding wood.

Resigned, she began to draw.

In a month's time she had completed the portrait for Vane, and he beamed with pleasure to receive it. "I think I shall keep it in my cabin," he remarked. "As the real thing continues to evade me."

He'd gauged her reaction with a sideways look, finding her response amused but aloof. With a sigh, he went on his way, with a promise to return later.

Vane never asked if there was someone else in her life. An event for which she waited with such determined patience. She wasn't sure she could have told him if he had, but deep in her heart she knew she had not yet given up hope that someday a ship with black sails would appear on the horizon.


	2. Sailor's Ruin

**Chapter II: Sailor's Ruin**

More time passed, filled with good and bad. The days seemed to run together, though not in the monotonous march as she'd feared in adulthood as a girl. It was simply life, she realized, you had to fill it with _something _until your time came. At least she could truly say she was a woman who had left her mark, upon a great deal of the pirates who passed through their debauched little port.

Sometimes she went out sailing on her single masted skiff, to fish and to be on the water, and it was upon her return one such day that she found a handsome ship with black sails had slipped into the harbor. Hungrily her eyes searched her svelte lines, starving for a glance of her captain upon deck.

Even after so much time, her heart flipped giddily with the thought that Jack could be near. _Here, _in their town! For the first time since Will had been alive she was reminded what it felt like to actually be _excited_.

Despite her elation, Elizabeth found that once she returned home to her little shack, she could not bring herself to venture out again. After _three _years, just what did she think she would have to say to Jack? "_Hello_" seemed far too pedestrian, and "_Will is dead and I shot the Commodore_," a bit gauche.

And so she stayed at home thinking about it, and the sun slipped below the horizon. She did a few small tattoos for some men who claimed to be Sparrow's crew. A nautical star, and a sparrow to mark another 5000 miles sailed.

The hour grew late and no more customers came through the door. She decided it was time to pack up for the night, and began to clean up the day's messes. As she picked up the shell in which she mixed her Chinese black ink, with just a hint of gunpowder sprinkled in for good luck in battle, the door creaked open.

"I'm closing for the night," she called over her shoulder, reaching to dump the ink in a spittoon.

"That's a shame, because I have brought the most lovely inks of red, yellow, blue, and green, all the way from the Japans. I've just come from the Orient and I believe I have earned myself a dragon."

Elizabeth whirled, dropping the shell. It shattered, ink splashing over the floorboards. She didn't care in the least, her heart filled with indescribable elation. "Jack!" she exclaimed, her trepidation evaporating and she pounced to embrace him. At first he was surprised by the assault, but soon abandoned caution, wrapping arms about her narrow waist in a warm hug. He chucked her under the chin, turning her glassy eyed gaze up to his. "When they told me a comely young lass named Lizzy had taken up Tom's business I _never _imagined it would be _you_, darlin'. What happened?"

Her excitement tempered a little under his curious stare. He was swarthy and sun-browned, ever the handsome rogue, everything she remembered and more. But she? What a _sight _she must have made, since last they'd met. _How far she'd fallen_. She epitomized Outlaw Raggamuffin Chic, her hair wild in beads and braids, her once fair skin now marked with ink and scars, her eyes hardened by life.

She feared she saw pity in Jack's eyes, and for the first time in ages she felt the urge to cry. "Will is dead," she choked out, and the rest flowed after. With a furrow in his brow Jack drew her down to sit beside him on a red brocade chaise she used for tattooing. The chair had come from a French trade ship. By the nature of her economy Tortuga was a strange mix of poverty and opulence, and one could find the most unexpected finery in the oddest of places. Lizzy's little driftwood shack was no exception to the rule.

"That's quite a tale, love. Not even I could have made that one up," he said as she finished the telling of shooting James and escaping in the hold of a ship.

She laughed harshly, hiding her face in her hands. Jack's wiry arm still looped about her shoulders, inspiring an unexpected warmth to kindle in her belly. She'd not taken comfort in masculine company, except for Tom's fatherly presence, since before Will had died.

Suddenly she didn't want to talk about it.

She didn't want to mention any of it ever again.

"So you say you've earned a dragon, Jack Sparrow? Do tell, and meanwhile I will make you a drawing."

"A long tale, Lizzy darlin'. We're going to need a drink."

She produced a bottle of rum, all too happy to play host.

"Ah, so you haven't burned it all," he teased.

"I can think of no better way to make yourself unwelcome upon a pirate island," she replied with a small smile. "And besides. I rather like it, now."

As he talked, splayed out on the chaise with a hand behind his head, languid as a cat, she sketched. Slowly the rum took hold, lending the moment a warm fuzzy glow. What a reunion, Elizabeth marveled as she drew. The vile libation seemed to loosen Jack's tongue even more, the light in his eyes burning brighter. In time Jack rose from the chaise to peruse the shack.

Though there wasn't anything terribly _girly _about, somehow she had managed to lend a feminine touch to ol' Tom's humble abode. Jack thought the old tar wouldn't have minded, really. They'd never really spoke of it, but Jack knew the death of his girls had left a massive black hole in Tom's heart. He suspected the appearance of Lizzy had been just the thing for an old sailor's last years.

The flash sketches in Lizzy's hand that were nailed all over the walls were impressive. There was everything from sharks to sparrows, Krakens, dolphins, and stars and ships and women in all states of dress. It was the drawing of a mermaid that caught Jack's eye. "Anyone pick this one?" he asked, looking over his shoulder.

Elizabeth paused in her drawing. "I did," she admitted quietly, thinking she might regret revealing the information.

Jack's expression sharpened, curiosity and a certain hunger evident in his fine features. "May I see it?" he asked, rubbing his ringed hands together in anticipation.

She raised an eyebrow, a small smile curling her lip. "That's rather private, Jack," she said, suddenly enjoying the cat-and-mouse turn in their evening.

With a theatrical sigh Jack made his way over to her, peering over her shoulder at her drawing. She could feel the warmth of his body at her back, smell the medley of spices, salt, and something indefinable that was so distinctly _Jack. _Her heart skipped in her chest as he reached out to draw back her sleeve, exposing the oleander tattoo.

"Pretty," he said quietly, his gentle exploration sending a thrill up her arm. And yet by the considering look in his eyes, she suspected he knew it was more than just a picture of a posey. He took her hands in his, examining her long fingers. He smiled at seeing the words _Hold Fast _inked upon the sides of her left middle and ring fingers. Upon the other hand he found _Never Look Back _spread between three fingers. It was a useful mantra, of which she could remind herself with just the spreading of her hand.

Elizabeth's breath hitched as Jack continued his quest for her ink, sliding the loose sleeves of her shirt up her arm to reveal her anchor. The tip of his finger traced the black of its outline, twirling over the rope laced through its eye. "Stability," he theorized, looking down his nose, reading her marks like a book. "And ye have crossed the Atlantic at least once, of course."

"Yes," she affirmed, her voice so soft she hardly recognized it.

Next he examined her other forearm, the intricate sword piercing a heart. "Remembrance of your lost lover, I reckon'."

This time she could not speak, only nodded.

She gasped when ever so gently he shifted the collar of her shirt aside, revealing the compass rose upon the forward cap of her shoulder. Once upon a time she would have slapped him for such a liberty, but now it was all she could do not to close her eyes and purr. "A compass, so that you will not lose your way." His finger dipped just a _hair _too low as he traced the stylized star, and with a gasp she caught his rough hand in hers. She liked the feeling of his hands upon her. _Too much, _perhaps.

"Jack…"

"Lizzy?"

She noted the spark of interest shining in Jack's beautiful dark eyes. It was a look of mischief that melted her insides. In that moment she was taken back to that deserted island—an untried girl, all alone with a notorious pirate. How she'd _wanted _to explore the spark in those eyes then. She'd burned the rum in part to save them, but in part to save her from _herself_.

But what did propriety matter, _now?_

She marveled a little that this was Jack's first night back in port for who knew _how _long, and he was choosing to spend the evening with _her, _rather than raucous merry-making in the tavern with a whore on each arm.

The ladies of the night all spoke _so _fondly of Jack. She remembered the stories she'd heard, some that made her blush, in a short time abed she'd spent at Madame Dubois' place.

Perhaps by the warm look in his eyes, she shouldn't have been _too _mystified as to why he chose to spend his time here with her. But a large enough part of her remained unsure, that she evaded, "I am trying to make this drawing for you, and you are keen to distract me."

"Am I?" The pirate pursed his lips in a little pout. It was funny, that a pirate with a presence such as Jack's could appear adorable, but somehow this man managed. "I'm curious about you, darlin'. I'll show you mine if you show me yours," he offered with a gold-glinting smile, earning himself a little laugh.

"An intriguing offer, Captain Sparrow." She couldn't help but notice the way he straightened at hearing his name and title from her lips, proud as a young cockerel still. It made her smile widen.

She thought of the mermaid upon her hip, and what it would be like to feel Jack's curious touch upon _that _part of her body. His gaze raked over her in a way that sent a bolt of heat straight to her core. Elizabeth floundered, drowning in embarrassment and desire, searching for something to say. She averted her eyes to her drawing of an Asian dragon.

Movement out the corner of her eye drew her attention back to Jack, and she balked as she saw he was removing his tunic and shirt. "Jack!"

"I said I'd show ye mine," he protested, mischief glittering in his black eyes. "And besides. We have t'decide where we're going to put _that._" The latter was punctuated by a be-ringed wave in the direction of her drawing. She supposed that meant he liked her design. It had come along rather nicely, she thought, considering its coils and the smoke rising from its nostrils. She liked to play with areas of negative space as well as dark line, and this subject afforded the perfect opportunity.

Faced with a shirtless Jack Sparrow in her humble—_very humble—_abode, Elizabeth fought to keep her expression bland. Though she was quite used to seeing sailors with their shirts off, hard-muscled bodies sculpted by hard sailing, Jack was exquisitely beautiful in his own unique way. How far she'd come from her former life, she thought, that now she could read the language of his body art. Sparrows for his namesake and good luck, stars for navigation, anchors, ropes and daggers. Miles travelled, triumphs made, mates lost. A pig and a rooster as a charm against drowning. A ship with black sails cut proudly across his left pectoral. His truest love, she reckoned without jealousy. The Pearl was a ship well worth a man's devotion.

"Running out of real-estate, eh love?" he said with a wry flash of gold, looking down at himself. Elizabeth felt ridiculously bold as she stood from her seat, and tentatively reached out, her finger tips tracing the lines of his ribcage. Jack hissed with surprise, not expecting her to act so boldly so soon, her touch setting his body on edge.

But then, this was a woman who had shot a man and ran away to live on an outlaw island. Perhaps he shouldn't be surprised by _anything _she does.

A pang ached low in his belly as she touched him, a sharp reminder that he'd been without a woman for a _very_ long voyage at sea, and this was _Lizzy. _Elizabeth. _Miss Swann_. He'd dreamed and daydreamed of her more times than he could count, even though he'd never really expected to see her again. It was easier that way, to think of her without fear of disappointment. She could be anything he wanted her to be in his dreams.

He never could have dreamed _this, _but so far he found that he liked it.

This reunion felt remarkably like fate, and Jack had learned not to take such coincidences in life for granted.

"Perhaps here," she said, finally finding a bare patch upon his back. She touched his coppery skin lightly and this time Jack could not suppress a groan. Perhaps her stabbing a needle into him repeatedly would cure this ailment, he thought self derisively. But _maybe _that could wait.

"Good. Well, that's settled."

With a flourish Jack sat down in her chair, folding his hands expectedly upon his knee. "_Your_ turn."

Elizabeth turned to face him, her eyebrows raised high, a hand upon her hip. There was a knee jerk impulse in her to say something indignant. Something haughty, something trite. Something the old Lady Elizabeth Swann would have said to a pirate looking at her as though he might like to eat her up. Her heart thundered in her chest, and she found that such pretense seemed quite pointless now.

"I'm not sure I should make this so easy for you, Jack Sparrow," she said cautiously, gnawing upon her lower lip. This was a new game for her, and though it was positively thrilling she feared she didn't exactly know all the rules.

Jack spread his hands with a small smile, black eyes glittering in the candlelight. "Why not, love?" he asked quietly, his gaze softening. "Who's t'say nay, now?"

Elizabeth took his meaning, all too well. There was no one left from her old life to tell her otherwise. Everyone whose opinion she might have cared for died, or she'd left behind. It was funny that after so long living in exile, only _now _did she begin to truly feel free.

Her courage bolstered, she took a cautious step towards Jack, and then another. She half expected him to grab her up when she was within arm's reach, but he just sat quietly, those dark eyes taking in every detail with alarming acuity. He was a _patient _predator, she reckoned. A master of waiting for the _opportune moment. _The last thought brought a slow smile to her lips, and she turned, giving Jack her back in silent acquiescence.

Elizabeth shivered as slowly he lifted her shirttails, revealing the mermaid that curled upon her lower back and hip little by little. A long silence stretched between them, in which Elizabeth's bravery spiraled down into anxiousness. She looked over her shoulder to find Jack transfixed by her artwork, admiring the composition of the siren's curves and the skull in her hand, how its position complemented the swirl of her hair, and the ship sailing bravely away upon its golden waves.

Truth be told, Elizabeth's own curves were just as enchanting, and she gasped but did not balk as he slowly pulled down the waistband of her breeches a little, revealing the tail of the siren. "Beautiful," he complemented, his voice husky. Yet despite his declaration, he shook his head. "Poisonous flowers and murderous mermaids, love? A woman whose beauty lures men to ruin, eh?"

She hung her head.

As usual, Jack could see right to the heart of the matter.

"Isn't it so, Jack?" she asked softly, her fingers pressed to her throat.

"No," he answered gruffly, and she gasped as he pressed his lips to the curve of her back, directly over the skull. He spoke over her skin, his hands upon her hips pulling her to him. "Will was a fool and so was Norrington and _none _of that was your fault, _savvy?_"

There was a hint of anger in Jack's voice she didn't exactly understand. He _himself _didn't exactly understand, but could his heart have given it voice, it would have said _bloody stupid whelp and the Commodore too, they should have protected her, not sent her into ruin. _But she was the strong one, and there was a hardness in her eyes now that was as alluring as it was heartbreaking. Perhaps she thought she looked like a wild creature, but Jack found she resembled nothing less than a pirate's sauciest dream.

Elizabeth pressed her lips, suddenly feeling vulnerable all over again. Her gaze travelled to his mouth of its own will. She ached inside with loneliness, and had anyone but Jack sat before her she might have been able to resist. She blamed the low candle light, that rendered him exotic and beautiful, almost sinister for all his sharp angles and mane of black hair. She blamed the rum. She blamed—no one but herself, when she stepped between his legs, and stooped to press her lips to his.

* * *
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	3. Apology To No One

**A/N: Did **you notice that the POTC category here went from 19k to 20k this week?! How cool is that, for a movie that happened over ten years ago! I love it!

If you watch the show Black Sails a certain event here might seem a bit familiar, I can claim no credit. :) However, I don't really envision _that _Charles Vane as _this _Charles Vane. (He was a real historical character, don't you know). Maybe closer to the CV of Matt Tomerlin's Scarlett Devil series. Look him up on Amazon, his indie pirate books are AMAZING! Like, my favorite second only to POTC! They're like, Game of Thrones only pirates. Ah!
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**Chapter III: Apology to No One**

She was long out of practice in the business of kissing, but Jack did not seem to mind, immediately responding by wrapping his wiry arms around her, drawing her down into his lap. He kissed her slowly, then hard, his mouth exploring and demanding. Hungrily she took it all, needing this, needing _him_.

"I came here to find you, Jack," she admitted, her voice ragged between kisses. "I can't believe you're actually _here _now." She cradled his face in her hands, her thumb tracing the swell of his bottom lip. Playfully he nibbled upon the pad of her thumb, winning a sigh of longing.

"Lizzy, had I known…" He didn't know what he would have done, honestly. Taking responsibility for the well-being of others was certainly _not _his forte. But he liked to think he would have…well he would have _something, _damn it all!

"It's alright. There was no way you could have known." She laughed, though there was a bitter tinge to it. "I'm alright."

He frowned a little, unsure if that was an entirely accurate assessment. His dark eyes cast about the small hovel, and he marveled that this island full of outlaws really let a beauty such as her live in peace. "Do ye really stay here all alone, Lizzy?" he asked, a hint of concern in his voice. His arms tightened around her of their own volition.

Elizabeth paused a long time, toying with a braid of his beard, before answering. "Aye, no one bothers me. Anymore."

Jack pressed his lips, unsure he wanted to know, sensing a painful story behind those words. Committed, he pried quietly, "_Anymore_?"

There was another long pause, before she answered again, "There was an incident, a little after Tom died. I made the mistake of feeling…secure in my surroundings. Three pirates reminded me why I should always have a weapon within reach."

The inhabitants of the island had long accepted Lizzy as one of their own, and the crews who frequented the island also mostly treated her with respect, with regard to Tom's memory as much as for Lizzy herself. But one night a crew of new arrivals pulled into port, rough men who sailed under a captain named Graves. Three of them wandered in wanting ink, and at finding the beautiful tattooist, decided they would take much more.

Jack Rackham had found her the next morning, half dead upon the floor, her little shack torn to pieces by the rowdy drunks. He'd carried her to Madame Dubois' establishment, who knew how to treat a woman who had received such tender mercies from a sadistic suitor. Madame and her girls nursed Elizabeth back to health, and though her body healed, something inside her heart lay broken and black once more.

Not long after the incident the three pirates, who had been stupid enough to brag about having a run at that snooty piece who called herself a tattooist, were found hanging dead in the square, beaten bloody, severed privates stuffed in their mouths. Each had a sign about their necks that read _I CROSSED CHARLES VANE. _

Word spread fast, and everyone knew who they'd really crossed. From thereon no one dared bother Lizzy again.

"Charles Vane exacted my vengeance. No one has dared bother me again," she said sparingly, her voice detached. She blocked out thoughts of that terrible night, refused to remember their rough hands, foul mouths, and the way they'd delighted in hurting her.

Still, she would never allow herself such foolish carelessness again. Always, she had a gully in her boot, and a loaded pistol nearby. Weapons were hidden everywhere in her hut now.

"Christ, love. I'm sorry. So bloody sorry."

She read the horror in his eyes, and the anger. A part of her wished he wouldn't pity her, wouldn't empathize for her. It made her…_feel_ things she'd rather leave buried. In defense of her own sanity she simply shrugged. She'd lived. It was over. She saw those awful men in her nightmares, but in the daytime she chose not to give them any further thought. That was her choice she could make. "I'm still here," she said, finding it felt rather nice to rest her head on Jack's shoulder. "They're _not_."

Jack nodded, resting his chin upon the top of her head. "Are you and Charles Vane…then?" he found himself asking before he could stop himself, finding a curious black churning in his stomach that he belatedly identified as jealousy.

A small knowing smile curled Elizabeth's lips, expanding upon the _dot dot dot _in his inquiry, and somehow gratified that Jack cared to know of her liaisons upon the island. "I kissed him once," she admitted, her smile widening as Jack rolled his eyes.

Quickly he cradled her face in his rough hand and pressed his lips to hers once more, a melting kiss that curled her toes, a small moan escaping her. "There, now _I've_ kissed you _twice,_" he declared, regarding her with narrowed eyes down the straight line of his rather aristocratic nose.

Elizabeth laughed, amused by the childish sentiment. "And? Thus staking your claim?" she asked, and almost immediately regretted voicing such a thing aloud.

But Jack did not balk, a small smile curling his perfect lips. "Perhaps a third kiss should be in order for that." Slowly he descended, kissing Elizabeth gently. She responded like a flower greeting the morning sun, opening beneath his skillful mouth and caresses. No one had touched her with such care since Will, and even he had not been able to stoke such a _fire _in her belly with just a kiss. She sighed as his mouth dragged the line of her jaw, hot kisses planted upon her throat and the bend of her collar.

Until this moment she did not even realize how _lonely _she was here, living the life of a nun on an island built on debauchery. Even at times when she had been interested in male company, she'd never felt secure enough to indulge. Despite Charles Vane's offerings and the pains he took to avenge her honor, he made her uneasy. Only now, here with Jack, did she finally feel _safe_, as though she'd been holding her breath all these long years and could at last take a gasp of air.

When his rough hand moved to cup her breast through her wrappings he paused, curious if she would protest. His thumb brushed over her nipple, hard as a pebble beneath the layers of linen, sending a bolt of desire through her core. Voice laden with longing, she simply sighed, her fingers curling in the mass of his dark hair. Lightly, she'd begun to tremble, and didn't know how to stop. She felt something hard pressing against her hip through Jack's breeches. Experimentally she rubbed herself against it, curious, testing, winning an almost _pained_ groan from Jack. His wiry arms tightened around her, and a thrill of triumph unfurled in her heart.

Suddenly he stood with her in his arms, easily carrying her to the chaise lounge. She looked to him inquisitively as he lay her down, kneeling beside the long chair. "Have you ever been with a man, love, besides…"

_The incident, _hung unsaid in the air.

"Once," she admitted. "With Will. A lifetime ago." It seemed so long ago she could hardly remember how it all went. The _feeling _of it, perhaps. Her sweet fiancé had hurt her, but somehow still managed to convey all his love in their youthful experiment with physical pleasure. _That_ had been precious, she reckoned. That was something she tried _not _to remember, or else it would tear her asunder inside.

Jack nodded with understanding. He was sure the boy had been sweet and meant well, as surely as he would have bet his last doubloon that young William must have fumbled and probably left her wanting. He doubted she even knew _why _this actwas supposed to be so great, between men and women. Did she know that she had the power to be an instrument of that ultimate pleasure too?

With a small smirk he began to unlace her breeches, drawing them down her svelte hips and legs. "Jack?" she gasped, sitting up straight as he spread her legs, and pressed tender kisses to her inner thigh.

"Lay back, love. You'll like this, I promise."

When his lips touched her _there _she sighed again, "_Oh Jack," _for an entirely different reason. She realized he'd not even asked her permission, inquired if he might…he just _took _her, made her pliable with hands and lips, formed her like clay—as though he already _knew_ exactly what she wanted. Perhaps he did. It didn't matter, she realized. Either way, she didn't mind. Jack was here now, and she didn't mind _one bit_.

With clever lips and tongue Jack laved the pink pearl of her center, sliding long fingers inside her, until Elizabeth came with a wanton cry, her body arched tight as a bow. Bewildered, embarrassed, _relieved, _she covered her face with her hands until her breathing returned to normal, until the room stopped _spinning _like a dervish. "_Oh God. _How…what…"

She looked down her body to see Jack smiling lazily up at her, his cheek resting against her thigh. "_That's _how Jack Sparrow stakes a claim," he said, his voice thick with desire.

"I've never felt _anything _like that before," she sighed, her hands roaming Jack's body hungrily as he crawled above her. She explored his wiry torso and muscular arms, fingers curious, ravenous to memorize all his lines.

"You've never touched yourself, Lizzy, on a long and lonely night?"

"Not to _that _end," she admitted, laughing shakily.

His hands bunched in her shirt, lifting it above her head. She sat up on elbows, allowing access to the linen wrappings that bound her breasts. When he freed them Jack bent down to take one in his mouth hungrily, pulling the most unladylike sounds from deep in her throat. Her head rocked back to hang between her shoulders, her hair spilling down the side of the chaise to the floor.

"You are so bloody beautiful," rasped Jack against her skin. Perhaps she had tattoos and scars of her own now, but she was still soft and pale in places where the sun never touched, and he wanted to taste her _everywhere_.

"I thought you might find me rather…roughened, now, Jack."

"Never minded your rough edges, Lizzy girl," said the pirate, his mouth hot upon her chest. "Don't mind that they're a little more visible now."

She was so relieved she could have cried. She hadn't even known she'd carried this fear inside her, until just now, for she'd buried it and everything else _so _deep as a matter of pure survival. With Jack there with her a hint of unexpected color entered her world, a world that had only previously been drawn in black and gray. She _wanted _color, _all the colors. _She wanted _life, _and Jack Sparrow was nothing if not the very embodiment of living to the fullest.

Impatiently she pulled at the laces of his breeches, pushing the annoying garment down his hips. He kicked himself free, and Jack's newly bared body flowed against hers like water, his manhood seeking her center. He held her close with an arm about her shoulders, his tip slowly sliding past her entrance. When he was sheathed completely a wanton groan escaped her lips, her cheek pressed to his.

"Oh, you wanted that, didn't you, love?" he taunted, nipping her shoulder lightly. _As if he didn't_, he derided himself. She was so tight and wet that she made him positively light headed, as though he'd imbibed a great deal of rum _very_ fast, or inhaled too deeply of a hookah. He paused, steadying his breathing, trying not to come immediately like a randy young lad amidst his first go with a woman.

Elizabeth covered her face with embarrassment, emitting a shaky sigh. "Yes," she admitted. "God _yes_. You must find me _ridiculous_." When she tried to look away Jack captured her face in his hands, turning her eyes back to his.

"Don't be embarrassed on my account. I think you're gorgeous, and never more so than when you're wild and free." Both of them were transported back to that desert island, reliving the mad ecstasy of running around that bonfire like savages, singing at the top of their lungs.

Slowly he began to move inside her, and Elizabeth's eyes slipped closed with pleasure. "You're an outlaw living on a pirate island now," he went on, his hips rolling against hers in the most delicious way. "It can take a while to shed the moral conditioning of those self-righteous gits that sent us into exile. But the fact is, you can enjoy a good fuck with apology to no one, darlin'." He gauged her reaction to his language, watched as shock and titillation surfaced on her expression.

Finally, a smile spread upon those maddeningly full lips. "You talk a lot, Jack," she teased him.

He returned her smile, though there was something decidedly wolfish in it. "That I do, dearie. But isn't that part of the fun?" He thrust within her, causing her to tilt her head back with a groan. "Would you like to know how long I've wanted you, Lizzy? I've thought of what it would be like to do _this _all the way from Port Royal to Singapore." Jack gripped her thigh in his strong hand, pulling her leg up over his hip. The angle of their juncture changed, deepened, sharpening their pleasure. Elizabeth's nails dug into his back.

"Let me guess," she rasped, hardly fathoming how either of them could form a clear thought. "The island?"

"Nay, darlin'. The day I pulled you from the bottom of the harbor, and split you open like a clam shell on the dock to reveal the treasure inside. I could see _everything _through that wet white chemise of yours. Your proud tits tipped with these pert pink nipples." He ducked to kiss the appendages in question, nibbling lightly in a way that sent jolts of pleasure straight to her loins. "Your mermaid curves and the shadow of this sweet little quim. Oh, darlin' how I _wanted_ you then."

She found he was right, that his words cast some sort of spell upon her, stoking the fire in her loins as surely as his body within hers. The lessons she had to learn, and so quickly! But she felt comfortable with Jack as her tutor. She felt brazen, and most of all?

She felt _free. _

"I think about our island all the time, Jack," she said, hardly recognizing her voice so husky with desire. "I wanted…I didn't even _know _what I wanted. I wanted you to _show_ me, and I was so terrified that you would. I was terrified that I would throw my whole future away, just for a night of pleasure with a legend of a pirate who I'd longed to meet since I was a little girl. I burned the rum to save us, but mostly to save myself," she admitted.

"I know, love." He kissed her deeply, his senses all a-jumble.

This was _not _how he'd expected the evening to go, he reckoned with a small smile hidden against the curve of her shoulder. He'd expected a typical night of revelry in port. A new tattoo, then rum, gambling, and a little company of the softer variety. Not even Jack Sparrow could have imagined he would make love with an outlaw princess instead.

"You knew?"

"Aye, I knew. I was disappointed about the rum. I was more disappointed that I wouldn't have you to me'self just one more night. You foiled all my plans, you tricky wench."

"Oh Jack." She buried her face in the bend of his neck, and they lost themselves in the motion of their lovemaking, bodies straining, seeking, joining. He took her carefully, and Elizabeth knew exactly why, knew he didn't want to scare her after her last experience with men. It warmed her heart, thawed something long frozen inside her, that he thought she needed protecting. And yet she wanted_ all_ of Jack. Wanted to feel him wild and free, as undone as she herself. "It's alright," she whispered in his ear, moaning as he thrust deep inside her. "I won't break, I promise. I _want_ you."

He kissed her again, grateful for her permission, impressed by her courage. "I won't hurt you, love," he promised, thrusting faster, enchanted by the expression of complete abandon upon her fine features.

"I know." She laughed, and it was a sound filled with joy, seasoned with desire. "I trust you." He was the only man left in the world that she trusted, she realized, and thought Jack might know it too by the way his expression softened.

Jack moved against her more quickly, fanning the flame of that slow-match burn deep in her loins. With long legs locked about his hips they found a rhythm between them, steady as the waves outside her window. In time he made her come with such fury that flashes of color and light danced before her eyes. The clenching of her quim pushed him towards the edge, and Jack's release followed not long after, punctuated by a few curses that might have caused Elizabeth to blush just an hour ago. He barely managed to spill himself upon her belly, rather than deep inside her channel.

_That _could be a complication he _really _was not equipped to handle, he reckoned. He regained his breath with his forehead pressed to hers, and for a little while there was nothing in the world but their pressed bodies and blissful contentment.

The pair lounged in a sweaty tangle of limbs, satisfied smiles curling both their mouths. "Good thing you picked the chaise for this tryst," said Elizabeth lightly, giddy with joy, exhausted by their lovemaking. "I'm not sure the bed could have withstood _that_."

Jack threw an appraising glance towards the piece of furniture in question, a mischievous smile flashing gold. "We'll see about that, love."

Her laughter was muffled by his mouth upon hers, and as he kissed her silly Elizabeth thought _this has been the best night of my life._


	4. A Certain Sort

**CHAPTER IV: A Certain Sort**

Out of habit, Jack woke with the first rays of dawn filtering through the single window of the little shack. Light caressed the sleeping woman beside him like a halo, gilding her like an Italian renaissance angel, making her seem to glow from within.

They curled upon the chaise together; last night they had in fact managed to break the rickety rope bed, and did so with much joy and laughter before retreating back to the chaise lounge.

He knew there was something cosmically profound afoot when a man and a woman made love the way they had the night before. He'd succumbed to such madness once as a very young man, and that doe-eyed girl had broken his heart in two, marrying another while he was at sea. After that, on the rare occasion this particular magic had occurred in his long and strange life, Jack had run from it like a tomcat with his tail on fire, _always _certain to vacate her bed before the morning found them.

_You know better than this, _he thought to himself, looking down at the sleeping Lizzy. _If ye stay, this __**will**__ hurt. Her. You. Both, in no particular quantity or order. _

Ignoring his own very good and hard won advice, Jack pulled her warm body closer, and fell back into a contented sleep.

* * *

><p>The second time Jack awoke the bed was empty, and a surprising jolt of panic shot through him. He sat up and looked about frantically, finding the shack empty.<p>

Just then the door creaked open, and in tiptoed Elizabeth with a mango and a bunch of bananas upon a pewter trencher. She smiled brightly when she saw Jack was awake, and went to sit beside him on the chaise. "Breakfast?" she offered, producing a rather sinister blade from beneath the cushions.

Jack's eyebrows rose. "That been there this whole time, love?"

She shrugged with a small smile, the shoulder of her wrapper falling down a little. Immediately Jack wanted to press lips to her bared skin, to mark it as his own again this fine Caribbean morning.

"I told you I learned my lesson." She expertly sliced away a sliver of mango, offering the sweet fruit to Jack. He took it between his lips, and the proffered digits besides, nibbling the pads of her fingers.

"I have a lesson of my own in mind for ye," he confessed, eyeing the syrupy sweet fruit, and the svelte young body that was revealed by a gape in her wrapper. "Lay back, love," he said, taking the fruit and the knife.

Giggling, Elizabeth let Jack arrange her upon the chaise, surrendering to his hands and sighing as his clever mouth followed everywhere he placed a slice of sun-ripened mango upon her bare skin.

* * *

><p>Much later the lovers woke again to the decidedly harsher light of the afternoon sun shining in upon them. Jack opened one eye, roused by the caress of her fingers upon his cheek. "You look so innocent when you're asleep," she whispered.<p>

"Slander and calumny," he grumbled sleepily, stealing a kiss. His stomach growled as if in agreeance. "I believe you have sapped me of all my energy, sweet siren. What say you to a real bite to eat?"

Elizabeth looked about the shack, grimacing with apology. "I fear I haven't much to offer you here, Jack."

"No worries, love. Perhaps I may tempt you with a hot meal? Does Mrs. Drake still make the best turtle soup on the island?"

"I fear I wouldn't know," she confessed. "I'm not of the habit to eat out."

Elizabeth mostly lived on fruit, truth be told, because she could just walk out the door and collect it, and fish when she went out in the boat. Any other meat was an immense extravagance.

Jack offered a small smile, as though he understood all too well. "Then let's find out, eh?" He looked about the small room with a bewildered expression, impressed by the mayhem they seemed to have unleashed upon the small space around them. "Now, where the devil are my trousers?"

Elizabeth laughed, producing the garment in question from under the chaise. When he reached for the pants she teased him, holding them hostage for a kiss. His lips upon hers were a balm for her soul, and she dared hope this happiness could last _just a little _longer.

Hungrily he paused to watch her dress, appreciating the view of her bared body in the sunlight. Her tattoos stood out in stark contrast against her fair skin, a fiercer vanity than silks or baubles could ever achieve, a story written in ink beneath her skin that only those of a certain sort could read.

A sort like _them. _

Misunderstood outsiders, exiles from society, wanted men on the lam from the law. Jack marveled a little at the development that they were practically equals now, by way of social standing, at least. Once he'd tried to tell himself the only reason he hungered for her was because she was so _far _from his reach, upon a lofty throne in the clouds while he lived his life in the mire below.

He realized now that _class _had nothing to do with it; in silk or burlap, Jack Sparrow _wanted_ Elizabeth Swann.

As she laced her breeches he clucked his tongue teasingly, shaking his head.

"What, you don't approve of my boy's britches?" she teased, sticking out her tongue playfully. The gesture made him want to claim said appendage for his own again, and _soon._

"Nay love. Should be a dress or nothing at all," he teased back.

Elizabeth's smile dampered a bit as she thought about dresses, and what they had meant to her when she wore them. Pretty, yes, delightfully feminine, and it had been fun to turn every head in a room when she walked into it. A woman held a certain power when she looked well, though it was a limited power, and usually not actually terribly useful. Dresses were oh so _cumbersome_. You could not run in one easily, you could not climb. You could not fight. Dresses and corsets were an _excellent _way to keep women fettered, and she suspected it was the design of men all along. Frowning a little, Elizabeth picked up her sword belt, making to buckle the baldric over her chest. She noticed Jack eyeing the blade, a troubled look upon his handsome visage.

The atmosphere in the little room had decidedly changed.

Finally he spoke, his tone careful, "Have I offended you, Elizabeth?"

She looked down to fuss with her sword, making sure it hung _just so, _perfect for a cross body draw. Will had taught her how to use it, but it would do her no good if she couldn't get it out from the scabbard in time.

She shook her head too quickly, her eyes cast down. "It's not for _you, _if that's what you're worried about."

"No, just…_I'll_ be with you."

_I'll protect you. _

_You don't have to be afraid anymore. _

He didn't dare say it a loud, because he wasn't sure it was actually true. Jack didn't know where the devil this impulse was coming from; he wasn't exactly in the habit of taking responsibility for someone else's well-being, especially not a woman's. And yet he thought of what she'd said the night before.

_I came here to find you. _

And he hadn't been here, and she'd been _hurt… _His heart ached at the thought of how she'd been hurt by those men, the type of pirates that as far as he was concerned, could queue to the gallows all day long.

Jack realized he felt like he _owed _her, no matter how misplaced the feeling, and through no demand of her own. He wanted to do _something _that would give her a small piece of her old life back, even if it was something so seemingly mundane as being able to walk down the street without being armed to the gills.

Elizabeth's expression softened as she realized what Jack meant to offer her, even if only a little. He did not want to render her helpless; he wanted her to know she would be safe. She realized she'd forgotten what that felt like.

_Safe. _

It seemed an elusive word, at best. Untrustworthy. A desert mirage. And yet…_Jack was here, _and she wanted to believe in him. It was dangerous _how much _she wanted to believe in him.

"I never leave here without it," she explained, her tone soft once more. "After those men…_attacked_ me, I simply _can't, _Jack_. _I won't put the burden of my safety completely on your shoulders. But to walk about with _you_ at my side…it will be a fine thing indeed."Elizabeth smiled, and the tension in the room broke, the dark clouds between them evaporating immediately.

Jack found that he liked this even better; he liked it that Lizzy wasn't afraid to stand upon her own two feet, and it was by far the better solution for the both of them. Life here had taught her more than a few hard lessons of the world, and he was sorry for the way she'd learned them, but he was decidedly _unsorry _that she was here now.

Jack moved to stand before her, claiming her gaze once more with a finger hooked beneath her chin. "I only meant that you look very _pretty_ in a dress, darlin'. But this is just fine too."

Elizabeth sighed, closing her eyes to the onyx gaze that seemed to see straight into her soul. "_Pretty_ is a thing I've not strived for in years, Jack." She looked down at herself, her vest and shirt, her breeches, boots and sword at her side. "I know I'm not, like _this_."

Jack laughed at the thought, his sudden mirth startling her. "You're bloody beautiful in a dress, breeches, or nothing at all, Lizzy," he assured her. "Can't hide that. It's what you are, darlin'."

A wry little smile pulled at the corner of her mouth, a blooming warmth in her chest in a place that had been cold and barren for _so long. _"But a corset and frock certainly _don't hurt _my appearance, do they?" she teased, and Jack's mouth twisted as he attempted to hide his opinion on the matter. She laughed a little at his obvious discomfort, unwilling to incur her wrath for telling the truth. "Perhaps I'll wear one for you sometime, then," she offered, standing on tiptoe to kiss his cheek. "You may truss me in feminine finery like a Christmas goose, so long as you promise to take me out of it again."

"Now that's a promise I can keep." He turned, capturing her mouth in a most distracting kiss, making her forget everything but the need to slide her fingers into his thick hair, holding him to her. His rough hands found their way beneath her shirt once more, palming the curves of her waist as he pulled her against him. "Bloody hell," he swore between kisses, but not as though he really meant it. "I could happily starve to death, so long as I did it while kissing you, darlin'," he purred.

"I'm willing to try subsisting on your kisses," she agreed, sighing as his mouth travelled down the length of her neck.

His hands travelled higher, and this time he was starkly aware that he could count every single one of her ribs. She'd always been slender, but this was _too much. _"Come on, love. Let's get some food in us, eh? Then I'm all for wiling away the day immersed in happy sin with you."

She wondered if he _meant _to reference Shakespeare to her, and by his mischievous smile she suspected it in fact was the case. So Jack was well-read, and she really shouldn't have been surprised.

Fingers laced in an inseparable weave, Elizabeth and Jack set out for the tavern where Mrs. Drake peddled her famed turtle soup. Elizabeth lifted her face to the sea breeze as they walked; the sun was warm on her face, the birds sang in the trees, and at last she had Captain Jack Sparrow beside her.

It was a fine day indeed.

Neither of the lovers noticed a rather incensed Captain Kit Vane watching their exit from behind a palm tree.

* * *

><p>Stuffed to the gills with soup, fresh baked bread, and a fair measure of dark rum, Jack and Lizzy lounged on their bench in the back corner. "What now, eh me Lizzy girl?" asked Jack, stroking her hair in a way that caused a happy shudder to march down her spine. "The day is ours, and we can do anything you like. My treat."<p>

Elizabeth gnawed upon her lip, biting down on the knee-jerk impulse to insist that she pay her own way, and that she didn't _need _his charity. By the way he looked down upon her, tenderness shining in his polished mahogany eyes, she realized it was not charity at all, but that he wanted to give her a _gift_.

Once upon a time she'd thought nothing of a man wanting to bestow some favor upon her. She was the Governor's daughter, and it happened all the time. And yet now she cherished this sentiment from Jack, perhaps more than any actual _thing _he could possibly procure for her.

"You know what I would _really _like?" she asked, leaning back against the curve of his shoulder.

"Name it, darlin'." His lips grazed her temple, pulling a gentle smile from her lips.

"A hot bath. For the both of us."

Jack's lips twisted in a wry half smile. "Tryin' to clean me up already? That didn't take long."

Elizabeth laughed, a rare sound so filled with joy that it's clear high notes _surprised_ her. "Fine, a bath just for _me_ then, though you're welcome to watch," she answered saucily, winning a low chuckle from her pirate captain. He nibbled upon her ear, causing her insides to positively melt, her body softening against his.

"A bath it is then. Though I think there's only one place on this island with a tub that can accommodate the two of us, and that is in the establishment of Madame Dubois."

He eyed her curiously, wondering if she would balk at the notion of going to the brothel. Lizzy, however, was not frightened by the prospect in the least. Madame's had once been a haven to her, a refuge where she'd been allowed to heal, a sanctuary of women on this island filled with rough men.

"I think you're right," she piped cheerfully. "Do you suppose she will rent it out to us?"

Jack laughed with delight, tossing a few coins down on the table. "I think renting the tub will be the most _innocent_ transaction that fine lady has ever taken part in. What _we_ plan to do with it, however, is a whole other matter."

Lizzy moaned as Jack captured her mouth in a kiss filled with wicked promise, her fingers tangled in his mass of raven's wing hair.

* * *

><p><strong>An: Thank you everyone for your kind comments last round! They really made my day, and make posting stories here ever so fun! Hope you all have a grand weekend!**


	5. Nymph & Satyr

**Chapter V : Nymph & Satyr**

Lizzy and Jack watched from a loveseat as a trail of Madame's girls walked in with pot after pot of piping hot water to fill the tub. Each exited with a giggle and a skip in their step, shooting shy glances at the waiting couple, the infamous Captain Jack Sparrow and the unlikely female tattooist Elizabeth Swann. He paid them all a charming gold-glinting smile, ever the ladies' man, though his arm remained snugly slung about Lizzy's shoulders. Some of them he knew _quite _well, and _all _knew him by reputation.

Elizabeth remembered the way the girls spoke of Jack, the short time she'd spent under this very roof recovering from her attack. Most of the girls had treated her like a sister, gossiping like hens and giggling, glad to have someone new to tell their stories too. When Sparrow's name came up everyone exchanged sly glances, fanning themselves to alleviate the sudden heat of a blush. He was always _sweet, _they'd said, even when he was wicked. Always full of mischief, but never _mean_, and he was always happy to give as good as he got. It was a rare customer indeed who proved so generous to a woman on _this_ island.

And now, Elizabeth marveled, _for at least a little while, _it seemed Jack was _hers._

When at last the massive copper tub was filled to the brink with hot water, the last girl exiting the room with a shy little laugh and a saucy call of "Enjoy!", Jack drew Lizzy to her feet.

"Come now, love. Let us start with you, because I dare say the moment my big toe touches that water it will turn _black._"

Elizabeth laughed, sighing as his clever fingers made quick work of the buttons of her vest and shirt, then the ties of her breeches. "I don't think your person is _that _soiled, Captain Sparrow."

"You may be surprised, Lizzy darlin'. You may be surprised."

He led her to the tub, handing her in with a gallant gesture that would have almost seemed _proper, _had she not been nude as the day she was born. The most delicious shudder overcame her as she slipped down into the water, a pleasure she'd so missed in her exile. In fact, regular baths might have been the thing she missed _most _from her time in polite society.

"_Oh_," she sighed, leaning back, and Jack's eyes came positively _alight_ as he beheld her pleasure. Hungrily she watched as he removed his effects, his vest, and shirt, then even his breeches and boots, baring his sun-browned figure from head to toe. He was like a statue carved of fine mahogany and jet, she marveled, less sinister in daylight, perhaps, but no less magnificent.

She watched with curiosity as he placed their clothing outside the door, a question in her eyes he answered with, "They could use a fair cleaning too, I reckon'. Girls should have them back to us fresh and dry by the time we're done."

Elizabeth could not suppress a smile. "Are we to stay in here _that _long, Jack?"

He looked between her in the tub and the rather large carved wood bed upon the opposite wall. "I don't think it will be hard to while away the time," he answered with confidence, a jet of anticipation shooting through her with just the _suggestion._

She hoped he would change his mind and slip into the water with her, share this simple but immense gift he had bestowed upon her. She didn't know what he had paid for the privilege of using the best room of the brothel and Madame's tub, but she had seemed extremely pleased at the conclusion of the negotiation.

Curiously, she watched as he picked up the bar of creamy coconut milk infused soap, a coveted thing on the island for which Madame was most noted. "Let me be your harem boy, love," he said with a gold-glinting smile. "Your eunuch, if you will—" His gaze darkened as he looked down upon her, lust and something _else_ evident in his eyes. "If just for a little while."

She offered no protest as he knelt beside her, lathering the soap in a sponge and sweeping it over her body, washing away her hard-won Tortuga filth. He followed this by kneading the sore muscles of her neck and shoulders with slick but strong sailor's hands. "_Oh Jack," _she sighed, leaning back against his shoulder. "You have no idea how…"

_How good it felt. _

_How much she __**needed**__ him._

For some reason she could not bring herself to say it, suddenly fearful of giving _it_ a name.

"I might, love, I might," he sighed against the shell of her ear, soap-slicked fingers trailing to her breasts. Expertly he teased her nipples until they stood as rosy mountain peaks, gooseflesh emitting all over her body, an ache of wanting coiled tight in her womb. Knowing all too well, his touch travelled there next, one hand still kneading her breast, the other sliding down her center until he found the warmth between her legs.

Her thighs clenched upon his hand as he explored her, clever fingers stroking her sex _just so. _With fingers alone he took her to the edge of madness, her body arched back against his, water sloshing to the floor. "_Please_," she begged, and he took mercy upon her, setting her free to the wild-beyond, a few seconds of absolute Elysium bestowed by his clever touch. He whispered in her ear as she came back to him, a litany of sweet nothings and soft declarations, promises of further golden sins to come.

If she was not careful, she could have even mistaken them for words of _love. _

Wet hair stuck to her face, she let loose a shaky breath, catching Jack's lips with her own. "Join me," she whispered, hoping her voice did not sound so desperate as she felt. He did it gladly, and the pirate could not suppress his own sigh of pleasure for the sluicing warm water engulfing him to the chest. The naked young thing who soon perched atop him did not hurt either. "What an unconvincing eunuch you make, Jack" she teased, rocking hips against his swollen manhood. He groaned into her hair, pulling her into a kiss that lit her on fire once more.

"I suppose no sultan would tolerate his harem girls being manhandled as such, though I thoroughly enjoyed it," he jested, smiling like a wolf as he pulled her closer.

"My turn to bathe you," she insisted, reaching for the soapy sponge. "I'm not sure I would make for a good harem eunuch either. Perhaps a water nymph, attending the bath of the satyr who has finally caught her."

Jack laughed, his smile just then very much resembling the mythological being in question. "A lucky satyr indeed, love, and a nymph _happily_ caught, I hope?" he sighed as she sponged his arms and chest, resting his head back against the rim of the tub.

"_Quite_ happily. _Quite _willingly," she assured him. "Stand up," she instructed with a sly little smile. "So that I may reach the rest of you."

Curiosity dancing in his eyes, Jack did so, water streaming from his sea-chiseled form. Upon her knees, she lovingly learned the shape of his body again, long legs and torso, his muscles quivering beneath her touch. His manhood stood proudly at attention, and she could not keep her gaze from it, a hunger of her own burning deep in her belly. He watched wide-eyed with hope and surprise as her mouth descended upon him, her lips sealed tight around his girth.

"_Oh Lizzy_," he growled, steadying himself with hands upon her shoulders, his legs suddenly weak. He'd thought this was an activity they would work their way up to, but not one she would take on of her own volition.

Just _full _of surprises, was his Lizzy girl.

Briefly she withdrew, and he stared down at her, fascinated by the sight of the head of his cock hovering upon her plump lips. She rolled those large doe eyes up to his, inviting huskily, "Tell me what you like, Jack," before taking him fully into her mouth again, her hand cupping the velvety weight at his base. He guided her with a low chanting of encouraging words and his fingers gently pressed at the base of her neck, his fingers tangled in her hair. It was not long before he attempted to tug her back, warning, "Tis enough, darlin', I'm going to—"

With a throaty little laugh that vibrated against his shaft, she took him in her mouth to the hilt once more, and he could not stop himself from suddenly spilling inside her with a blinding rush of pleasure, a deep groan torn from his lips. When the last shuddering wave of his release ended she withdrew, wiping a bit of moisture from the corner of her mouth with a sly smile.

Shaking his head, Jack happily fell back down into the water, causing another wave to overtake the edge of the tub as he pulled her to him. "_Who _are _you_?" he marveled, the rest unsaid hanging in the air.

_Not the governor's daughter. _

_Not the girl who had called him a despicable pirate on a dock in Port Royal. _

_Not the girl who had burned all the rum on their lonesome little island. _

A lady would never dare.

Well, she wasn't a lady anymore, and good riddance to the title.

Happily she settled back into his arms, pressing her lips to his in answer, taking _just a little revenge. _

Jack didn't mind in the least, smiling against her mouth as he drank her down like a fine Caribbean rum, the taste of her and himself mingled upon his tongue.

* * *

><p><strong>an: We might stay in the brothel a few more chapters… any objections? ;) As ever, thank you so much for your comments, they really REALLY make my day! :) **


End file.
